Gustave Flaubert Letters

CLXI.    To GEORGE SAND

Tuesday morning
Dear master,

It is not staying in Paris that wears me out, but the series
of misfortunes that I have had during the last eight months!
I am not working too much, for what would become of me with-
out work? However, it is very hard for me to be reasonable.
I am overwhelmed by a black melancholy, which returns a
propos of everything and nothing, many times a day. Then,
it passes and-it begins again. Perhaps it is because it is too
long since I have written anything. Nervous reservoirs are
exhausted. As soon as I am at Croisset, I shall begin the
article about my poor Bouilhet, a painful and sad task which
I am in a hurry to finish, so as to set to work at Saint-Antoine.
As that is an extravagant subject, I hope it will divert me.

I have seen your physician, M. Favre, who seemed to me very
strange and a little mad, between ourselves. He ought to like
me for I let him talk all the time. There are high lights in
his talk, things which sparkle for a moment, then one sees not
a ray.

CLXIL    To GEOBGE SAND

Paris, Thursday

M. X.------sent me news of you on Saturday: so now I know

that everything is going well with you, and that you have no
more uneasiness, dear master. But you, personally, how are
you? The two weeks are almost up, and I do not see you
coming.

My mood continues not to be sportive. I am still given tip
to abominable readings, but it is time that I stopped for I am
beginning to be disgusted with my subject.                                                 I
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